The Mystery at Zeke's 

BY PHILIP VERRILL MIGHELS 



WHEN little Mollis Worthing 
ton rolled up her sleeves and 
took in hand a rolling-pin of 
exceptionally ominous dimensions, heir 
four husky mining-camp suitors stirred 
uneasily upon their seats and underwent 
a vague, instinctive alarm* 

They were sitting here in Mollie's 
cabin with a sort of truce be t ween them, 
each determined to outstay bis neigh- 
bor and thereby create an opportunity for 
wooing the plump young widow. Now, 
however, not even the beauty of Mollie's 
pretty elbows could quite reduce the 
sense of impending disaster which each 
and all experienced as she gripped thnt 
bread-tool firmly in her hand and turned 
to scan their faces?, one by one. That 
something was coming, all the men were 
thoroughly convinced. It came with- 
out delay- 

f * Frank Peters," said MolHe incisive- 
ly, "what date is this lovely afternoon 1 !"' 
Mr. Peters seized his great mustache 
with both his hands nnd groomed it 
savagely, 

« Why— Ma y the— som ethi n gth, 1 S i !8 T " 
he stammered, awkwardly, attempting 
a smile that looked sadly in need of a 
tonic, " Why was you askinT 

" Just for your own pretty sake," an- 
swered Mollis, standing the rolling-pin 
tin end on the table. " I want you to put 
down the date the best way you can, for 
this is the day you git fired. You maybe 
dyin' to remember it when you're mar- 
ried to some other woman, Rome day." 

Peters stared at her dumbly for a mo- 
ment. Then he said, 

" Ain't this a kind of clammy way to 
give me the bounce, with these here fel- 
lows settm* 'round grinuiu at the joke?*' 

" Oh. they're goin' to git the same, right 
away," said Mollie with delightful can- 
dor and cheer. " I don't want you all 
goin' off together. Sa wy ?" 

"You don't have to hit me with no 
kitchen club," asserted Peters, " Hope 



you'll git married to a strong, nervy 
man, some time? — that's all!" He took 
tip his hat and departed. 

The three remaining suitors writhed 
where they sat. Each had a feeble hope 
that he might, at least, be the last to be 
toli.l to decamp. It was laughing Bud 
Ingalls who was next excused. He burst 
into most hilarious merriment as he 
went, for such was his means of express- 
ing all his emotions* from woe to genu- 
ine amusement. 

Of tho two men still awaiting calam- 
ity, one was Patrick MeFarlan, a red- 
headed Irish teamster, and the other was 
Thomas Pulton, sometime sheriff of the 
camp ten miles away, but now once more 
a common mining-man, ready alike for 
riches or for poverty. 

" Now, then, ifs tho Blarney stone to 
go next/* said Mollie, inexorably. "And, 
Mr, lie "Parian, don't burn the door- 
frame up at the top while you're walk- 
in' out," 

^reFarlan's head grew hot without 
delay. 

" T hell wid the dure, then," he an- 
swered, as he clapped on his hat. *' I'm 
throwing ye out of me heart that fast that 
ye niver got in at all entoirely I" 

He slammed the door so emphatically 
that Mollie gasped for breath. Thomas 
Pulton settled firmly on his three-legged 
stool. He waited in silence. 

Jfollie faced him bravely for nearly 
a minute, then her brown eyes faltered 
before hi? dancing gaze, and the crimson 
crept, swiftly up from her throat, across 
her cheek*, to the very roots of her hair. 

"Well," she said* turning her back 
and making brisk pretence of preparing 
for work, "have yo-u put down the date, 
Mr. Pulton?" 

tt Ko/ J said her suitor, calmly. "I 
was ngurin' up and sort, of mentally jot- 
tin' down a date like, say, about June 
the third — which I think comes along 
on a Sunday." 
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"June the third'?" repeated Mollie* 
"And that's the date of whatf 

£ ' Date of our marriage?— if things go 
right," said Thomas* his eyes grown 
more merry than before. " You didn't 
think I was scared fit you bo unci n' the 
boys, T should hope? My kind of love is 
difrent. You ain't reekonia' on throw- 
in' out such a nugget of love as mine'." 

" You shut up, Torn Fulton," said 
Mol Tie, resuming control of her various 
emotions, "I won't have you talkin' love 
to me any mort\ and you know ir ! Slave 
you learned any trade since you spoke 
to me before? You know you ain't?" 

" Ain't 1 a miner ?" said Tom, un- 
abashed. "Ain't that a trade?" 

" No, it ain't a trade— it's a game. Tt's 
playiri' Mind man's buff," said the sturdy 
young widow, whacking the tabic with 
her rolling-pin, " Bern'" sheriff ain't a 
trade, and git tin' married ain't a trade. 
— they're all just takin' chances. And 
you can't come here in akin* love to me 
till you know something better than any 
of the lot, by way of a business." 

" Well. I'm willin', ain't T V answered 
Fulton, rising to approach her. " And 
besides, Mollie, you love me*" 

" Keep your distance. To in !" she 
cried at hiixi suddenly. " Don't you come 
a step closer! I say I ain't a-goin' to 
marry you or let you come around here 
any morn — unless you settle down and 
do something pens i hie to earn an hon- 
est livin'!" 

K You ain't goin' to ask me to sew 
pants and shirts ngain, are you, Moll let" 
Tom inquired, anxiously. " It don't tol- 
ler that a man which can thread ft needle 
and sew on a button kin make a suit 
of clothes." 

"I told you before that, you and mo 
could set up in business, makm' all the 
men's shirts for both these iriiruu'- 
eanaps," said Mollie, relenting not a whit 
from her decisiveness* "If you ain't, 
the man to learn a trade and start a 
business, why, don't play you're man 
enough to come 'round askin' me to be 
your wife. And you needn't stay 'round 
here, any longer this afternoon, anyway. 
You put on your hat and skeedaddlc, 
and think things over nice and quiet." 

"But what about, the way I Io% T 6 
you?" Tom insisted. "If I make a 
strike in the mine- " 
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<£ Can yon make a strike while you're 
standin' here gassiu'f" said Mollie. "If 
you want to talk to me, you make the 
strike first, or else begin a- learn in' to 
make shirts!" 

Tom went, away from the cabin, con- 
vinced that the heart of a woman and 
the heart of a mountain were very much 
the same — hard mining, and both dis- 
posed to hoard their gold with arts mys- 
terious and deep. He left the little 
mining-camp that nestled here in the 
mountains and walked far out upon the 
more important road that led to the 
larger camp beyond, where his mine and 
Ins habits measured the all he could 
summarise as life. 

It. was fully ten miles from "Ruby Rock 
and Mollic's cabin to his own mud 
shack in firo.v Horse Gulch, but he faced 
the distance carelessly and trod in the 
sand of the winding road with the easy 
jrmee that strength ah mo bestows. Nev- 
ertheless, it was almost dusk when he 
termed the final hill that overlooked the 
town, and there he came upon a wagon, 
hailed at the summit where two roads 
had their junction* 

In the bed of the wagon stood a piece 
of freight, entirely muffled in rags and 
sacks and wound about with pieces of 
rope that served both to keep its cover- 
ing upon it and to lash it securely to 
the seat. 

Fulton glanced at this article, then at 
the driver, who was down in the road 
lifting a hoof of one of his horses. 

" Why, hullo, Black !" said Tom. in his 
heartiest manner. "Rome, bey? What's 
your load '?" 

The driver placed the horse's hoof 
upon the earth and faced Fulton de- 
liberately. 

"Evening Tom," he drawled. "Yep 
—I'm back. Care to ride?" 

"Might as well," said Tom. 

They climbed up together and occu- 
pied the seat. Then Fulton asked, 

*' Have you got some newfangled 
minin' machinery wrapped up in these 
here sacks?" 

" Nope — I've got a mystery," answered 
Black. "I've fetched in a mystery. 
Never not bin' like it into camp before, 
and I'm so in' to sell it here to-night." 
To his horses he added, "diddap!" 

"Goin' to sell the camp a mystery?" 
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echoed Fulton, thoroughly puzzled, " Jt 
ain't a sort of ghost?'* 

" You keep your shirt on. Wait and 
see," replied the driver, "When I say 
it's a mystery, why, that's what it is. 
And I'll hot it would 7iiake a ghost 
look, knock-kneed and white around the 
gills to see it eomin' here to Gray 
Horse Gulch." 

** No 3 And where you goin* to take 
It V 3 Tom inquired,, wrought to intense 
curiosity. Wjini. you g.un' to un- 
dress il ?" 

The horse* were trotlirj.e briskly into 
camp. Blaek headed straight past the 
stable and on down the one business 
thoroughfare. 

"(loin' to sell it after shipper, right in 
front of Zeke's saloon," was his answer 
to Fulton's question. " And the whole 
durn town can come and bid her up." 

He halted his wagon, a moment later, 
before the saloon in question, then pro- 
ceeded calmly to unhook his horses and 
send them away to the stable, A crowd 
of men assembled promptly, find with 
Black and Fulton both declaring: the 
swaddled freight to be a mystery, to 
be sold iiftcr dinner to the highest 
bidder, the interest spread with amaz- 
ing alacrity. 

Nearly every man in town was on the 
scene in half an flour. The word had 
gone forth that n mystery, mayhap a 
ghost, duly caged or bottled, had been 
fetched to the very door of Zeke's saloon, 
where it stood in a wagon elaborately 
covered with rags and ropes, 

A gambler, bold and audacious* Tan 
his fingers over the mystery and pinched 
it, where he could. 

" It's got legs like bones without no 
meat or skin on," he announced, :i If 
it's just a dead skeleton, why, a skeleton 
ain't no ghost, and he won't fetch no 
fancy figures.'* 

Those who felt of the mystery agreed 
that its legs were indeed hard and bony. 
The excitement increased. Zeke himself 
came forth from his place of drink and 
gambling. He was a palp -facer! gambler, 
with on air of poise and self-assurance 
upon him that made him almost strik- 
ing. IT is cold gray eyes betrayed no 
particular interest when half a dozen 
acquaintances informed him of all that 
was known concerning the mystery, but 



he silently appraised the value, in saloon 
patronage, of the wagon and its contents, 
and immediately agreed with Black that 
tin 1 hour after supper would be curly 
enough to reveal the facts with regard 
to the muffled piece of freight. 

Black went calmly away to his supper. 
Fulton ale at a restaurant, and hastened 
again to the scene in front of Zeke's. 
Meantime speculation had been rife. 
The roped parcel had been guessed in 
twenty diflercnt manners, No two opin- 
ions as to its character coincided, but 
all were agreed the tiling was doubtless 
something gruesome. 

When the hour arrived for Black to 
unveil his parcel, the tension in the 
gathered throng of miners, teamsters, 
and gamblers had reached a point where 
farther delay would only have incited 
violence to the swaddling cerements in 
which the freight was wrapped. The sa- 
loon was deserted. -Zeke, with his bar- 
keepers, his faro and keno dealers and 
even his Chinese roustabout, had joined 
the crowd in the meagre light, which the 
lamps of the sidewalk afforded. 

Black climbed deliberately into his 
wagon, and taking his pipe from his 
mouth, knocked out the ashes and placed 
the thing in his pocket, after which he 
drew a knife and commenced to cut the 
ropes about his parcel. 

Them wax absolute silence in the 
crowd. Expectancy chained all attention 
on the mystery. Black paused at his 
work when the sack* and. rags were ready 
to fall from the object in the wagon. 

"Boys," said he, "I picked up this 
here mystery over to Emigrant Loop. 
Picked up four, in fact, and sold the 
others down along the road. They're 
mighty valuable rackets." He closed his 
knife and put it into his pocket with ex- 
asperating slowness. 

"Well — what Is it?" demanded a 
vo?'ee. 

"Now* hold on" admonished Black, 
reluctant to forego his moment, " I said 
I picked up four of these here mysteries 
and sold all but this one. And so T did." 
He paused, and added gravely: "Boys, 
them four mysteries was fetched out to 
the dlggin's aerost the plains by two 
young married folks and the young 
bride's mother, which reckoned on malrin* 
a stake by peddlhV the things in the 
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mines. They started with a load of the 
rackets and lost most all the herd. And 
the young husband feller got suck and 
died, and the girl done the same when 
come her baby, and the old lady was left 
alone, and these here mysteries was all 
she had, and I'm sell in' W off to raise 
her the dust to git hack home, down 
East. And this one's the last there is 
fer sale, and it goes to the man who 
stacks up the biggest pile." 

Ouee more he paused impressively, 
then laid his hand upon the all but fall- 
ing raps. 

" This here contrivance* boys/' lie an- 
nounced dramatically. " is a sewiu'- 
ma chine!" 

With that he flung off the sacks and 
rags with effective haste — and the point- 
ed iron legs, the wheel, and the polish- 
ed wooden ease of the mechanism stood 
revealed to the thoroughly astounded 
audience. 

"A sewsn'-maehino? Oh. hell!' 1 paid 
a miner near the wagon. 

u £>ewhV - machine !" echoed nearly 
every man in the crowd, and a chorussod 
guffaw relieved the unusual tension. 

"Mystery? — you bet. she's & mystery!" 
said a teamster in the group* 

" And how do we know it ain't a 
t brash in' -machine ?*' demanded a small 
individual, whose one delight was con- 
tention* 

"It might thrash you," replied a 
neighbor. " I've saw these here sewin'- 
machines a dozen time? already." 

"So have I," declared another. "IVc 
run 'em. Sew like greased lightnin* 
Them and steam-engines and printin 1 - 
presses got invented all together.'' 

** Mystery? Hell of a mystery! 
Where's the hones and skull?" demanded 
a scornful gambler, who had hoped for 
a startling sensation* a This here is a 
stacked deck. Black, you'll have to stand 
the drinks fer this little game!" 

"Didn't T say I fetched this here to 
sell if'" 1 inquired Black. "It cost more'n 
one hundred dollars, down East, and I'm 
gain' to take the money back to that old 
lady, stranded in this dog-gone State, 
or bust, and all you fellers have got to 
do is to bid up the price lite miners 
which ain't f ergot to he men! How much 
am I offered fer this patent-invented 
machine? It's guaranteed down-east 



made, and so bran' new you could scrape 
oft' the hran to feed the cow, and all 
fixed up ready to darn socks and sew on 
ymir buttons or sew up the pocket of 
every mis'able skinflint into camp." 

lie took off the cover. The light from 
the polished steel wrought a singular 
fosci nation on the mem 

"By gosh! I don't exactly need no 
acwin'-machiue fit the shop," said the 
blacksmith, "but I'd like to go her a 
mess fer luck. I'll give you five dol- 
lars to leave me alone with it jest about 
ten minutes." 

"Well— I'll do that much myself," 
said a miner. " Me and machinery is 
friends. I never yet seen the wheels and 
things T couldn't figure out and run," 

14 I took a cluck all apart myself one 
time, and me only a boy,'' vouchsafed 
another. " I'll bet J could make that 
racket hum and spit out fire and smoke 
in about two shakes*" 

"Yep — well, that's all right," said 
Black, from the wagon, " but this ain't no 
game of five-dollar ante. This machine 
is here fer sale. The mother of the lit- 
tle wife that died — why. boys, she needs 
the dust/* 

A miner who had been a. silent specta- 
tor pushed back hi* hat* 

'* I'll bid her up to fifty dollars for the 
soke- of folks down East," said he. " "But 
I'll pass along the machine to bo sold 
again and raise more money." 

"That's about the talk," agreed a 
gambler in the throng, u I'll add twen- 
ty-five myself, and take no holds on the 
mystery.' ' 

The bidding erased. Above tho silence 
that ensued was heard a voice: "I'd like 
to give five to run it half an hour. 
Couldn't, we fix up a game to try our 
hand fer — " 

"Here!' 1 interrupted Zeke, proprietor 
of gambling-hall and bar. ''I'll give you 
two hundred dollars fer the racket, just 
as she stands, and no more bidding. Is 
that a gof 

"Bay! You bet it's a go!" cried 
Black from his stand. "She's yours ri<rh.t 
on the spot, and — " 

" Fetch her in," said Zeke, in his way 
of business, "Don't talk no more, but 
fetch her in and git your money, We'll 
start a bran'-new gain him' game to-night," 

Excited anew and aroused once more 



200 



HARPER'S MONTHLY MAGAZINE. 



to consuming curiosity, the men fairly 
swarmed upon the wagon, in their soger- 
nees to snatch the machine and convey 
it at once to the brilliantly lighted sa- 
loon where its owneir presided. 

In less than a minute it was carried 
and rolled to a place of prominence, be- 
tween two layouts for gambling, and 
there a throng of stalwarts, who had sud- 
denly developed a genius for mechanics, 
gathered about it to explain its use and 
the reasons and functions of levers, 
■wheels, and screws* 

"Now, then, hands off the game till 
she's ready," ordered Zeke, advancing 
through the crowd. u Where's Charlie 
Swan ? Here, Swan, you oil her up ready 
fer business. We'll see how much these 
fellers can sew- Boys, this sewin'- 
maehino is a new fang let! racket for bet- 
tins'. Tt's ft dollar a minute to tackle 
the wheels, and the house pays three to 
one if you make her go and sew fer ten 
minutes straight. Even money you can't 
make her sew one inch of rag. Five to 
one you can't make her sew a foot of 
cloth. Ten to one you can't make her 
£ew on a button. House supplies all the. 
fix im's and axle-grease. Players barred 
after half an hour, to give the next man 
a chance." 

"Say!" said a voice. "Say — this is 
livm'!" 

"Me first!" cried a minor, "1 claim 
first whack, and here's five dollars for 
a starter!" 

''Here. second!' 1 "What's the matter 
with mo?" cried others in the crowd, 

" One at a time. The game is goin' 
to be open nil night, right along," an- 
nounced the proprietor. " Don't git ox- 
cited. Here, lot. Swan git close enough 
to oil her up." 

Swan was a modest engineer. He 
knew enough to open a drawer where 
the extras had been placed by a provi- 
dent, hand, and find intf oil in a proper 
can, concluded his labors with commend- 
able promptness. 

" I guess she's, ready," he said, as he 
arose from the stool provided for a seat — 
'* ready to sew, or raise some little bell." 

Meantime Zeke had procured n bolt 
of snow -white muslin from a near-by 
store, and having torn off strips tlie size 
of a towel, now came forward with an 
armful of material for the game. 



w Where's the man who was swea t in' 
to spend his live?" he asked. *'Hcre, 
Blisters, it was you that spoke up so- 
nervy," 

" Wal — of course — if any one else 
feels elicaled,*' said Blisters, whose nerve 
was oozing from luin rapidly, "why, 
don't let me interfere. I kin wait." 

" You're seared " accused a gambler. 
" You ain't game." 

As a matter of fact, a tendency to- 
wards caution had afflicted nil the brag- 
garts heretofore eager to assail tie 
machine. Blister* became pale, 

" Oh, I'll taekle the racket," he said, 
courageously. <l It's a long time since I 
seen a sewin'-machine, that's all. And 
they're jest like women — no two of 'em 
ever alike, and some of 'cm no man on 
earth could ever git to run." 

He paid his fi% r e dollars, accepted a 
piece of doth from Zeke, and slowly took 
his place before the machine. 

Absolute silence reigned in the room. 
Tie turned the driving- wheel slowly, 
placed hit fret upon the treadle, and saw 
the needle-bar give three or four spas- 
modic sttdis in quick succession before 
anything had been expected. 

li He's got the trick," said a voice. 
" Old Blisters ain't no fool." 

Enormously encouraged. Blisters gath- 
ered his cloth in his awkward hands and 
set. the driving-wheel in motion rapidly. 
But his muslin refused to enter beneath 
the needle till he thought to lift i he- 
feeder -foot, when the sharp steel prod 
promptly caught him through the finger 
and drew forth gore and oaths. 

His nerve was up, however, and he 
went at the task of sewing with a wild 
determination to conquer or to die. He 
perspired. He stuffed the muslin to its 
place, he spun the wheel, he broke the 
thread and kiaw nolhing of what laid 
happened, hut for ten minutes wrought 
like a fiend, all the while his friends 
were instructing, suggesting, correcting 
and encouraging las labors. 

" Here," said Zeke, interrupting the 
struggle, at its most exciting climax, 
"you owe mo five dollars more. Come 
up with the spoil or give some other man 
a show." 

Blisters arose, his face contorted with 
emotions, all violent. 

" f was just git-tin' onto her tricks" 
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he said. " T can fix her next time just 
like fall in' off a house." 

Eager to profit by Blister's mistakes, 
half a dozen men Trunin a rush to attack 
the game. It was Fulton, however, who 
secured the seat. He had seen a ma- 
chine five years before. He threaded the 
needle, tore away a snarl of thread from 
the. bobbin, adjusted a new piece of mus- 
lin and began . 

Two stitches he actually sewed. Then 
his elum*y feet reversed the wheel, the 
threat! was snapped, and his triumph 
waft ended. lie too sweated and invited 
newous prostration. He too snarled up 
everything; snarlablc, including his wits, 
and nearly went mad in an effort to 
achieve results. When he reeled away, 
defeated, the knowing observers about 
hirn had amended their former mechan- 
ical deduction!? and were now more eager 
than before to exhibit their prowess. 
Every one could see precisely where the 
other fellow had committed his blunders. 

The game waxed, even more intense 
with the next man's frantic efforts to 
sew. He performed very prodigies of 
error. He so thoroughly involved the 
cloth and mechanism that it aeemod as 
if only an axe could suffice to part them. 

After him a new victim offered him- 
self to the silent mechanism's diabolism. 
When he had finished, his mind was on 
the brink of lunacy—yet he knew he 
should conquer at the next assault. 

Those early machines, in the hands of 

the gentlest, most persuasive, operator of 
the temperlcss sex, were the most out- 
rageously exasperating devices ever fash- 
ioned in steel. They were utterly de- 
praved. This machine at Zekc's was a 
thing of diabolical temperament. It 
tempi ed and fascinated every man in the 
place; it flirted with each new victim 
with a novel mechanical coquetry for 
every minute, but it sewed not three 
stitches in succession for all the fine 
frenzy and passion expended upon it, 
and broke nearly every spirit there. 

By three o'clock in. the morning, a 
worn-out, haggard group of men were 
all that remained in the place. On the 
floor were heaps of grim cm I and tortured 
raga, with snarls of thread in all direc- 
tions. Zckc had taken in five hundred 
dollars, and the machine was merely 
warmed to the business. 



On the following day there were men 
in plenty about the useful contrivance, 
the majority content to look it over and 
marvel at its powers of defeating util- 
ity. Wot one of the victims felt satisfied 
to surrender, however, and none was so 
poor as to be minus a good and sufficient 
excuse for his failure to make the " crit- 
ter " sew. 

"If only I could take her all apart," 
said the man who had once dissected a 
clock, " Fll hot I'd make things look 
difrant." 

" Yep/' agreed a listener, iJ and a lit- 
tle giant powder, touched off hi under 
her stomach, would make her look putty 
near as pretty." 

Fulton essayed to sew again that af- 
tenon in. The mechanism held him with 
a deadly sort of fascination. He expend- 
ed twenty dollars in a vain endeavor to 
retrieve the pride and money lost the 
previous night, and emerged from the 
conflict at last like a soul escaped from 
the heats and torments of Hades. 

That evening there were victims in 
plenty who immolated themselves upon 
the shrine of this mechanical monstros- 
ity, which devoured money, vitality, 
patience, perspiration, oil and gore at 
the price of half a dozen miserably abor- 
tive, stifehe? which none could recognize 
as a needle's legitimate progeny. 

Time after time the bewildered Ful- 
ton resumed the attack. He exhausted 
every resource to make the contrivance 
sew. Zckc, meantime, was coining money 
on his purchase. It was truly amazing 
what a versatile device that machine 
was proved to be. There were hundreds 
of way* in which it. could nut wrong. Tr 
was oiled till it dripped with these juices 
of persuasion. It had spat out tangles 
of thread for every tangle of oaths ex- 
pended in its presence. That the thing 
was indeed a mystery, all were thor- 
oughly agreed. 

When Fulton's money was gone he 
stood about the. torment for two whole 
days, marvelling more and more at the 
ingenuity of its stubbornness. Then 
Black, who had fetched it. to camp, re- 
turned once more to Gray Horse Gulch. 
Fulton lured him aside. 

" Ray. Tim," said he, " I don't, a'pose 
you took no lessons on sew in'-maehi ties 
from the poor old lady yon sold it 
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for, hey? — just by way of takin' an 
interest ?" 

" Nope/' said Black. " 1 didn't, a'poeo 
nobody would ever want 'em to sew. A 
good old needle i* ^o durn much handier 
and surer/' 

" V-e-s, T gueaa it is," assented Fulton. 
" runny, though, that you could sell the 
otto three. There ain't been no one 
but Zeke git up a sewiu' -machine gam- 
ble, has there f 1 

"Nope; that taken brains" answered 
Black. *' One was bought from the store 
1 sold it to by that little widder, Moltie 
Worihington, down to Kuby Kock, and 
you bet she's gain' to make it earn its 
livin'. She didn't buy it to play on like 
no p:aiiner." 

" Mollie — Mollie Worthington F re- 
peated Fulton, " Well— HI be—" 

" Yep," said Black ; " and they say, 
now she's got it, she wouldn't marry the 
richest galoot in the country." 

Fulton said no more. He returned to 
Zeko's to stare at the mechanism with 
others who had met with loss and humil- 
iation in fhe. game, and who now regard- 
ed the polished device as they might have 
regarded a beautiful woman who had at- 
tracted) then scorned their attentions, 

Zeke advanced the odds oil the game, 
hut there was no one with skill sufficient 
to win so much ns a dollar. That, same 
afternoon the news went around that 
Fulton had gone away to raise another 
stake. That he meant to return and 
break the bank behind the machine, was 
the boast that, all his friends repeated. 

For five lung days the unsubdued ma- 
chine stood all but deserted at Zeke's. 
One or two miners were put to rout by 
the triumph of inventive genius, but all 
were awaiting Fulton's return, he having 
become, as it were, fhe leader of the 
mechanism's victims. Tt was nine o'clock 
when he came, one night, looking hag- 
gard and worn, but calm and self-reliant. 
He stopped at the. bar for a drink to 
steady his nerves, and a crowd quickly 
gathered about hum 

" Go in' to take, some suss out of that 
there buck in* bronco of a sewin'-jna- 
ehine?" asked a teamster, anxious to see 
the, mechanism tamed, "If she don't 
git her spirit broke pretty soon she'll 
never be no use in the world." 

" I don't know whether to touch the 



brute or not," said Fulton, sauntering 
slowly towards the contrivance. Secret- 
ly, however, he was crazy to engage in 
the. struggle. 

"Here," said Zeke, who had found the 
interest in sewing sadly diminishing, 
" I'll raise the odds and give you a 
«how. I'll give you twenty minutes by 
the clock to sew a chunk of cloth two 
feet, long and bet you ten to one you 
dou't make her come to the scratch." 

"Wei! I don't know," said Fulton, 
suppressing his excitement, "1 ain't 
got. much money. Will you cover all 
Fvb got?" 

"All you've got, and accommodate 
your friends," said Zeke. 

"Well." said Tom, "T s'pose T'll have 
to tock'jo lu'V again -and go broke." 

Tic took his place, before the machine 
and received a piece of muslin from the 
gamblers hand, 

"I'll put up twenty dollars fer a 
starter," he said, "But — darn her soul 
— she's a terror." 

Tic placed bis money on a table near 
at hand, A great crowd gathered about 
him. He began to commit all his for- 
mer blunders on the mechanism, with 
iwory evidence of distress upon his 
countenance. 

For five precious minutes the struggle 
waged, and not a stitch had been pro- 
duced. Fulton was sweating. His face 
was tense ami white. 

"Fifty dollars more, that T fetch her 
yet," be said, raucously. 

The money was up, and again the 
wheel was spinning, the levers were 
throbbing, and the needle was punching 
empty holes in the snow-white muslin 
pushed K'r.i^ the plate. 

Not a man in the place misunderstood 
the meaning of the snarl of thread 
which Fulton presently snatched away 
from the shuttle and throw upon the 
floor. Nearly ten of his minutes wern 
gone and not a stitch could be show, 

"Pit fetch her yet!" he cried in des- 
peration. "A hundred dollars says I'll 
fetch her yetl" 

" Git it up," responded Zeke, satisfied 
by the cheerful deviltry of the machine. 
**Fnt up all you've, got." 

For a third time Fulton wrought in 
mud n ess to achieve results. At the end 
of the bout he had nothing to his 
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credit, and only seven minute?; of time 
remaining, 

4i Every bean in my wad V* lie bawled 
in a frenzy. " One hundred and fifty — 

my pile!" 

"Good boy!" "Dead garnet" "By 
lor die! Git in 3" 

The expressions flung in thickly. 

"Cover it all," said Zeke. "Seven 
minutes left now by the clock." 

Fulton was seen to change, peculiarly. 
He opened a drawer, whipped out a shut- 
tle that was filled with new thread, 
slipped it adroitly into place, touched 
the tension with deft, certain fingers and 
again made ready for the crucial en- 
counter with the thing of steel. One or 
two men noted this surer manipulation. 
The excitement Increased tremendously. 
Intensity marked every face. 

With cloth in hands that took on ways 
of i [History, Ful I on 1 duelled tin: wheel 
anew. Tt revolved, broke his thread and 
defeated him utterly. Almost instantly 
he made ready again, but the mechan- 
ism, long accustomed to revolt at vari- 
ous errors, now balked by habit. 

Two minutes, packed with emotion, 
sped away. Only five remained. Slowly 
the wheel was urged art mod. Down over 
the work leaned Fulton, in all the trav- 
ail of production. Up and down played 
the needle, and a stitch was left behind. 
Faster went the treadle then, and two, 
five, seven tiny stitches, pretty ns links 
in a fairy'* chain, were welded of the 
thread through the muslin. 

One of the miners made a strange 
sound of laboring. Fulton was dumb. 

Faster and faster danced the needle, 
and at every stroke it forged a link in the 
dainty cable of stitches. Six inches, u 
foot — a foot and a half of the perfect sew- 
ing was there in the cloth— and a raw 
mur of excitement and awe shook the air. 

Tn glnd obedience, at last, the mechan- 
ism fairly hummed the song of industry, 
and from under the needle sped the cloth 
as if the levers, wheels, and bars re- 
joiced in the mastery come to enslave 
their functions. 



Enough to win the game was done, but 
Fulton still drove the wheel like mad. 
He spun the cloth in curves and turns, 
and the needle sped through and through 
it at his bidding, fie smiled at last in 
triumph amounting to glory, for the con- 
quered device was writing a word in the 
muslin by h\s will. 

"Good boy! flood boy! flood boy!" 
reared a chorus of voices in the place. 

And Ins twenty minutes having gone, 
Fulton arose, snatched the cloth from 
the hold of the two frail threads and 
flung it down as a victor flings his Spoils. 

For 'fifteen minutes, after Zeke had 
paid out Lite stake which Fulton had 
won, there was drinking, shouting, and 
hilarity in the place. Then Fulton es- 
caped and struck across the hills to Ruby 
Rock, 

When something like order was re- 
stored, the gambler. Zefce, fetched forth 
an axe and stood regarding the sewing 
machine with doubt, and mistrust in his 

eyes, 

" Now that, she/s got to running," said 
he, " she'll never know how to stop. 
She'll let anybody sit here and sew."' 

Dispassionately he raised the axe and 
crashed it down upon the mechanism. 
It was shattered hopelessly. 

"Take it away," said be. "I reckon 
we're pretty near even." 

In his hand he still held the well- 
stitched piece of muslin by which Tom 
Fulton had won a golden stack of coins. 
Jn awe he stared at the fairy chain of 
stitches which Cupid himself might have 
fashioned- For the first time his gaze- 
went following the curves of "writing" 
which the needle had left in the elolh. 

"Welt, FU be hanged!" he said at the 
oml. for the sewed-in word was a Mollis." 

Then Fdaek came hurling himself in 
at the door, his whole being big with 
news. 

"Old Fulton's goin' to be. married!" 
he cried, i( Thv w,-dilin':s all fixed to 
come off down at "Ruby "block, and the 
days the third of June!-' 



